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neither drugs nor drink, who chews no gum and smokes
no tobacco, yet confesses to one stimulant: he goes to
church. Our eyebrows will lower themselves again when
it is added that Shaw's church is any church so long as it
is empty. He has been h-rard to remark in that laughingly
matter-of-fact tone he always instinctively adopts to hide
his innermost feelings, that an empty cathedral is the one
place he can go into and be at peace. There, one with
God and with the beggar at the door alike, he can forget
that he ever heard the name Bernard Shaw. Released for
a moment from its thraldom, he can dip into the well of his
being that has no name, and draw upon its waters. What-
ever their depth, they are at least still. No bubble of wit
breaks their quiet surface. And there for a while the
weary actor can rest from his part in the human drama,
take off both the comic and the tragic mask, and reach the
other side of good and evil.
But let us beware. Blake said: * Excess of sorrow laughs.
Excfess of joy weeps/ In church Shaw does neither. It
infuriates him to be sentimentalized as a tragic figure behind
the scenes or when the audience is not looking. Truly his
father's son, his sense of the ludicrous can always be relied
on to put in an appearance in life, as in his plays, to save or
smash any situation. We remember the story of Grimaldi,
A certain man went to see a doctor to be cured of depression.
The doctor, finding that he was suffering from acute
melancholia, recommended him to go to the circus and see
Grimaldi, The man smiled and said: 'I am Grimaldi.'
Shaw, on the other hand, with Joey's help, cures himself,
and at his sickest delivers his doctors from the blues.
Let us leave him, then, alone in his empty church with
* broken bits of laughter stuck about his heart/ and go our way,
But the church is not empty after all. In the dim
stained light there is another figure; someone with the face
of a young saint, yet with white hair, who stands as though
in a trance, gazing. Who can it be? He looks like a
madman. Or a genius, perhaps. And what is a genius ?
Shaw overhears us. Always anxious to answer questions,
he runs nimbly up into the pulpit, enjoying himself as
though he were back in Hyde Park and as though every